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The hijiory 

EWer Thcrfites film. 

How now Tberfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of th, 
furie ? fhall the Elephant Aiax carry it thus ? he beates me 
and 1 raile at him : O worthy faciftatftion , would it were 
otherwife : that 1 could beate him, whilft hee raild at mee : 
Sfoote ”lle learneto coniure and raife Diuels, but He fee 
fome iflue of my fpitefull execrations.Then chcxsAchikifi 
rare inginer. If Troy bee not taken till thcTa two vnder- 
mincitjthe walls will ftand till they fall of them-felues 
O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thotl 
art Iotte the king of gods : and Mercury , loofe all the Ser- 
pentine craft of thyCaduceus, if yee take not that little 
litre lefle then little witte from them that they haue: 
which Ihort-armd Ignorance it felfc knowes is fo aboun- 
dant fear ce, it will not in circumuention dehuer a fliefrom 
a fpider, without drawing their maflie Irons , and cutting 
the web. After this the vengeance on the whole campe, 
or rather the Neopolitan bone-ache : for that me thinkes is 
the curfe depending on thofe that warre fora placket. I 
haue faid my prayers, and diuell Enuiefay Amen, What ho 
my Lord Achilles ? 

Patrecl. Whofe there ? Therjites ? good Therjites come 
in and raile. 

Therft. If I could a remembred a guilt counterfeit, thou 
couldft nothaue flipcout of mv contemplation : but it is no 
matter, thy feife vpon thy felfc. The common curfe of man- 
kinde, Folly and Ignorance, be thine in great rcuenewrHea* 
uen bleffe thee from a tutor, and difcipline come not mere 
thee. Let thy blou J be tnydiretftion ull thy death : then if 
flie that Iayes thee out fayes thou art not a faire tourfe , He 
be fworne and fworne vponr,(K e neuer fhrowded any but 
lazars. Amen. Where’s Achilles ? 

Pietro . What art thou deuout ? waft thou in prayer// 

Tkerf. I the beauens heaic me. 

Patro. Amen. Enter Achilles, 

Achil. W ho’s there? 

Patro . Therjites. my Lord. 

Achil, Whore ? where 5 O where 1 art thou copic why my 

cheefe, 


ofTroylus andCreffeida. 

cheefe.my digeftion, why haft thou not ferued thy felfc into 
my tab e,fo many meales, come what’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander Achilles , then tell me Patrochu, 
whats Achilles ? 

Patro. Thy Lord Therjites. Then tell mee I pray thee, 
what’s Therjites ? 

Ther. Thy knower, Tatroclus :then tell mce Patroclm, 
what art thou ? 

Patro. Thou muft tell that knoweft. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Ther. 11c decline the whole queftion. Agamemnon com- 
mands tAchiUes Achilles is my Loid,I am Tatroclus know- 
cr,ahd Patroclm is afoole. 
nAchil. Deriue this ? come? 

Ther. Agamt tnnon is a foolc fo offer to command Achil- 
les, Achilles is a foo'e to be commanded. Therjites is a foolc 
to fer ue luch a fao!c>an d this Patroclm is a foolc poficiue, 
Patr. Why am 1 a foole ? 

Ther, Make that demand of the Prouer,it fufficesmee 
thou art : lookc you,w ho corner heere? 

Enter Agamtp'lijf: Nofior, Di med,Aiax & Caicos. 
Achil. Come Patroclm , He fpeake with no body : ceme 
in with me' 7 herjites. 

Ther. Here is fuch patcherie, fuch iugling, and fuch kna- 
uery : all the argument is a whore , and a Cuckold, a good 
quarrel! to draw emulous fa£hon?,& bleed to death vpon, 
Agam. Wnere is Achilles ? 

Patro. Within his tent,but ill difpofd my Lord, 

Aga. Let it be knowne to him,that we ate heere, 

Hefate ourmdTengersand we lay by. 

Our appertaimngs,vifitingofhim 
Let him be told fo,leaft pcrchancehe thinke, 

We care not moue the queilion of our place. 

Or know not what'we are. 

P atro. 1 fhall fay fo to him. 


Ml We faw him at the opening of his tent, 

Heei not fick. 

Ainix* \ cs Lion ficx, fick of proud heart, you may call it 

E cnelan* 


Ik 


10 


20 



30 


40 










270 280 290 300 




